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One 


Author's Notes: 
Self-love, Axl style. | found this came off a little preachy against heroin I'll even it out in the later 
chapter(s?).. 


It was going to be a long, stressful night, and it was still early. After pooling together all their money and 
setting aside gas money to get to their gig, the band had barely enough to buy a fifth of the cheapest vodka 
at the cornerstore, a definite problem. This was too small of an amount to go between five alcoholics, and 
there was the electric feel of tension in the air as the band mulled about backstage, trying their hardest to 


subvert their cravings and focus on the show ahead. 


As there was no money for alcohol, there was definitely not any for their smack, and Slash had already taken 
to twitching and scratching at his arm absentmindedly. The same could be said for Izzy, who was slightly 
worse off, leaning against the brick wall of the backstage area in a cold sweat. Axl walked over to him, 


crouching next to him and looking into his face. "Hey, l2? Izzy? You doin’ alright?" 


Izzy nodded. Axl tried not to notice the dark circles that hung under his eyes. "Yeah man l'm just... well, | had a 


cold on top of all this shit, man, and it's draggin’ me down bad." 


"That's some shit," Axl knew it was best not to push the issue of Izzy's addiction, for though the guitarist was 
rather slight of frame and quiet, he could be quite violent when forced to hear things he didn't want to. 


Especially in a fit of withdrawal-induced rage." Just lemme know if you need anything or whatever." 


"Nah man, thanks though. | think Slash is trying to handle that right now anyway," Izzy nodded in the direction 
of Slash. Axl turned and Slash was deep in conversation with a skinny girl in a black Led Zeppelin shirt and 
tight-fitting shorts. Her fried blonde hair was pulled into an effortless ponytail and her face was smeared with 
black eye shadow and apple-red lipstick; the shirt was tied below her small breasts and her ribs could be seen 
poking through her pale skin The look in her eyes was of dead disinterest, even though she was smirking coyly 
at Slash, who had now moved his arm around her waist. Axl's stomach clenched as he watched. Fucking junkie 
bitches, he thought with disgust. The sickness in his stomach grew ever more intense as he watched Slash 
brush the girl's hair away from her studded ear and whispered something, eliciting a giggle and a squeeze on 
his thigh from the girl. Watching this, Axl was filled with an even deeper hatred for the girl, whose hand had 
moved from Slash's thigh to his crotch, her smirk widening over her gaunt face as he squirmed and ground up 


to the touch. 


Axl's now-homicidal thoughts were interrupted by the club manager screaming four feet away from him, 
causing everyone in the room to cringe and turn to face him. “Alright, everyone. Everyone!" The noise died 
down and everyone's attention turned to the manager, nobody trying to hide their annoyance. "Next band.. Guns 


or whatever, you're on in five minutes. Five! Understand?" 


Duff belched loudly in response and Axl forced laughter, turning away from Slash and the bitch and trying to 
clear his mind. Why the fuck was he even acting like that? It never bothered him to see the other guys with 
junkie whores, trying to either get drugs or sex from them, the girls almost always more than willing to give 
those things up. Axl himself wasn't above sleeping with girls and stealing from their purses or apartments, or 
to fuck a girl just for drugs. 


Or to get on his knees in a littered alley behind a sleazy bar for twenty bucks, thirty bucks, depending on who 
was soliciting. If it was some really fucking old guy who insisted on pulling on his hair and talking down to him 


the whole time, then he'd better get good fucking money for that bullshit. 


He shook his head violently, pushing the last thought from his mind. Fuck, he needed a drink. Duff pushed past 
him into the darkened hallway and he followed, angry and confused and mostly with himself. 


* eK KK 


Though they had been promised $250 at the end of the night, the band was rewarded with a case of Miller 
High Life and fifty bucks. The manager had left before the band was given their pay and had one of the 


bouncers issue the "paycheck" to the disbelieving band. 


"You can't be fucking serious, man!" Duff screamed, three inches from the bouncer's emotionless face. He was 


the same height but nowhere near the build of the other man, who could be likened to a refrigerator in both 
bulk and weight. 


"Dude, whatever, just let it go. At least we know not to play for this fucking shithole ever again," Slash sneered 
as the girl laughed, hanging around his neck, her eyes glazed. Well, Axl mused, she had her junk and now Slash 
was going to get his. The girl led Slash out by the hand and Axl's fingers clenched into a fist as Slash's hand 
cupped the girl's butt. 


He turned to Izzy, who was now also accompanied by a girl, though this one was a little less junked out than 


Slash's acquaintance. "Um, you going back to the hotel?" 
Izzy shook his head. "Nah. l'm.. I'm going with uh, with Ashley here." 


"AshLYN," the girl corrected with a hurt expression on her face. Axl snorted. Didn't these girls realize it wasn't 
the person that they cared about, it was whatever convenience they had to offer? 


"Yeah, sure. Sure thing babe." Izzy tried to soothe the girl without much effort, then offered Axl an apologetic 
shrug and followed the girl outside. 


Axl turned and realized he was the only member of Guns rt Roses left in the room, and he had no desire to 
mingle with the opening band, another hairsprayed and lipglossed carbon copy of Poison. He turned to grab the 
remaining beers from the case and swore loudly when he realized it was empty. Stomping down on the soggy 


cardboard with a cowboy booted foot, he stormed out, shoving people out of the way. 


* eK KK 


The hotel door was unlocked when Axl got there. Great. He really didn't want to see anybody, but he pushed 
the door open and locked it behind him. Maybe he'd just go lock himself in the bathroom and dwell. A fine plan, 


if the bathroom door weren't locked and there were hushes whispers behind the door. 


Axl banged on the locked door. The voices silenced and a few moments later, the doorknob jiggled and rotated 
and the door creaked open. Slash's poofy hair came out before his face did, and he grinned like a hyena at Axl, 
whose jaw was set and clenching. "Oh hey, man, yeah we're just gonna be in here for a little while. You can 


have the room if you wanna fuck in there." 


‘lm not fucking anybody! | just want to lay the fuck down" Axl walked over to the bed, dropped down, propped 
his elbows on his knees and immediately began rubbing his temples. 


Slash looked momentarily perplexed. "Well, alright man, we'll leave you alone." And he closed the door. 


Axl sighed and laid back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. He could still hear Slash and the girl talking, the 
muffled click of a flicked lighter and the silence that always occurred when a person was shooting up. Like it 
was a holy act to be witnessed, Axl thought with a sneer. He found himself really starting to dislike heroin, not 


only because it was a stupid drug, but because of how Slash and Izzy turned into drooling zombies when they 
were on it, because of the girls that were hanging around them because of it, because it just wasn't fun 


anymore. 


There was a sudden bang against the wall, and Axl's breath hitched as he heard Slash groan. Of course. They 
did their little routine, now they were gonna fuck. He closed his eyes and tried to ignore the movements that 
he could hear, but only found himself developing a problem. What the hell? He opened his eyes and glanced 
down. Fuck. He knew it wasn't the act of Slash fucking the girl up against the wall; no, it was because he knew 
he wanted to be pinned between Slash and that wall, feeling Slash's calloused fingertips slide down the smooth 
skin of his stomach and his fingernails dig into his hipbones.. 


Intense warmth surged over Axl, and the pressure down in his leather pants was enough to drive him over 
the edge. He bit his lip as he untied the corset-like fly of his pants, freeing his erection. Closing his eyes and 
sucking in a deep breath, his fingers encircled around his cock, a soft moan escaping his lips as he slid his hand 
up and down around it. Slash was beginning to groan louder now, and the steady rhythmic movements were 
growing faster. Axl's hand pumped up and down, his back arching slightly off the bed as he did so. He imagined 
that it was him in that bathroom, Slash against him, inside him, enveloping him entirely. He moaned and clapped 
a hand over his mouth, not wanting to draw attention to himself. God, what would he do then? Slash and some 
junkie walking in on him beating off.. to Slash fucking said junkie. That would be bad enough, but if Slash knew 
what he was really thinking.. well, what then? 


All thoughts were pushed out of his mind as Slash's moans of pleasure were drowning out the girl all entirely. 
Axl's hand moved in time with Slash's rhythm, his breathing quickening and his face flushed, and he was lost 
entirely in the sensations and the thought of Slash. His hips bucked wildly and in seconds, his hand was warm 
and sticky with come. He rolled over onto his side, sighing, reaching with his other hand for the end table 
drawer, digging around for tissue. All noise from the bathroom had subsided, and Axl was alone with his own 


rapid, heavy breathing and lustful thoughts. 
Goddamn, he thought. There had to be a way to talk to Slash. 


At that moment the bathroom door flew open and Slash stumbled out. Axl jumped and tried to turn so that 
Slash wouldn't see him, face flushed, fly undone with his cock hanging out, but it was too late. Slash tilted his 
head inquisitively but Axl was looking at his knees, red hair hanging over his face and obscuring it from Slash's 
vision. Then, Slash's voice, slurred and hesitant: "Dude, is that your.. were you." 


Fuck, Axl thought. Fuck, fuck, fuck!. What the hell was he going to say? 
"Slash, look.. |, uh--" 


"Haha, aw man, look dude. You wanna fuck her, go right ahead, man. All you had to do was ask man, you didn't 


hafta just come in here and jerk off." 


Axl was caught off guard "What?" 


"She's out, dude, completely out. Just wait until she comes to, she passed out while we were fucking. | didn't 
get to finish her off, so you can do that, just as soon as she wakes up..” Slash trailed off; he had backed into 
the wall and now slid down it, sitting and grinning at Axl, who just stared back at him, speechless. In a matter 


of seconds Slash had nodded out, chin to chest. 


Axl stood immediately, tucking himself back into his pants and lacing them up. Fucking heroin, he looked so 
stupid. The only plus was that he knew Slash wouldn't remember this when he came to and the girl was gone, 
but he didn't want to be here when that happened. Why though? He was scared to answer. Because he might 
tell Slash what he was really doing? How all he wanted was to know Slash's taste, Slash's feel, Slash's touch? 
Axl stepped over Slash's legs and opened the hotel door, stepping out into the hallway and immediately lighting 


up a cigarette. 


It was only one in the morning, and he had a lot of thinking to do. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Still continuing this story. Thanks for all the reviews, guys. 


"Slash. SLASH" 
Someone was saying his name. It sounded so far away, though.. 
"| know you can hear me, dude, you have to get up." 


Who was it anyway? Not like it really mattered though. The drug was still in effect, he felt warm and 


comfortable, and he sure as hell was not getting up. 


"God dammit, you strung out motherfucker, get the fuck up!" A foot connected with his stomach; clutching at 
his midriff and gasping for air, his eyes flew open to see Duff, grinning like a dog down at him. "Rise and shine, 


princess!" 


"F.. fuck.. you." Slash could barely choke out the words. The pain had subsided only to bring forth a wave of 
nausea. Duff laughing at him lying curled up, helpless, didn't improve things. With a groan, he sat up, face 


scrunched up in discomfort. "Thanks a lot, asshole. If | puke I'll make sure it lands on you." 


Duff rolled his eyes. "Whatever dude. Look, you should check out the bathroom, seems like your girl 
redecorated it for us." Slash's head swiveled towards the door, an expression of utter horror on his face. 
Gingerly climbing to his feet, he was making his way to the bathroom when Duff held him back. "Whoa, man, | 
don't need you looking at that and puking all over the place yourself. No weird chain reaction shit on my 
watch." 


Slash swallowed hard, dropping to his knees. "Fuck, | think I'm about to puke anyway." The words had just left 
his mouth when he did just that. 


"Gross," Duff grimaced and turned his face away as Slash heaved, choked, sputtered and swore incoherently 
whilst on all fours. "Oh man, that's fucking foul" Duff's voice raised over the cacophony Slash was creating. 
"What the hell did you eat, dude?" Slash just raised his middle finger to Duff in response, who just kept talking. 
"Man! Both of y'all puking like this.. that shit must have been cut with like, shit or something." 

"Duff," gasped Slash. 


"Yeah?" 


"Shut the fuck up!" Slash wiped his mouth, face scrunching up in disgust. He really needed to get cleaned up, 
and was just trying to comprehend exactly how much vomit there was in the hotel to clean up now. This was 
sick He looked up at Duff. "So um, you wanna go ask front desk for some towels?" 


Duff grinned. "Sure, but you're cleaning it up." 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever." Slash made his way shakily to his feet for the second time, holding still for a few 
moments to see if the wave of sickness would return. It didn't and he was grateful. "So come on, man, go get 
those damn towels!" 


"Yes sir!" Duff mock-saluted Slash and hurried out the room. Slash sighed and looked around. It was a horribly 
depressing place to be all by yourself in and he was struck with a sudden, deep feeling of loneliness. He wished 
Axl hadn't left him last night. Why did he even leave? Oh yeah, Slash thought bitterly, because | passed out all 


junked up like a jackass. 


Slash sighed and walked into the bathroom, bracing himself for the worst, which it inevitably was: vomit 
splattered over the toilet, trailing down across the ground and into the sink, and finally a large puddle on the 


floor mere inches from the doorway. Fucking bitch. God help her if she ever ran into him again 


There were a few towels folded and stacked neatly on a shelf above the toilet. Slash gingerly stepped around 
the pools of vomit and grabbed the towels off the shelf, dropping them over the larger puddles and deciding to 
wait for Duff to get back before really cleaning up. 


He also decided to go look for Axl when he was done, because misery just loves company. 


* eK KK 


It took a few hours but Slash finally discovered Axl's whereabouts. A friend of a friend of a friend had 
apparently heard that Axl had stayed by Erin's little studio apartment halfway across town from the hotel. 
Erin was Axl's sometimes girlfriend, until they got too drunk to be around each other and things got broken 
and Axl was thrown out, or on a few occasions, forcibly removed by the police as a bruised and disheveled 
Erin watched from the end of the hallway. Unless history had once again repeated itself, Axl would more than 
likely still be there, and he could persuade the singer to come out to the bars for a while. 


Another hour and a half had passed before Slash found himself outside of the apartment's door, nervous, 
though he really couldn't explain why. If Erin was there, he'd feel awkward about asking Axl to come out with 
him. Slash swallowed the lump in his throat, knocked four times on the door, and took a step back. There was 
some commotion, a pause, and then the door swung open, Axl standing shirtless in the doorway. Slash met Axl's 


look of confused surprise with a sheepish grin "Hey man, um, mind if | come in?" 


"Yeah, | mean no, | mean.. yeah dude, come on" Axl sputtered the sentence and walked back to the couch, 
leaving the door open for Slash to come in. slash followed, closing the door behind him, and sat next to Axl on 


the couch. It smelled of whiskey and smoke in the apartment, something Slash immediately connected to the 


fifth of Jack wedged between the couch cushions and the cigarette burning on a Coke can that had been 
crumpled into a makeshift ashtray. Axl picked up the cigarette, sucked in a lungful of smoke, and exhaled. "So, 


what brings you around?" 


Yup, he was drunk, Slash noted as Axl slurred on the last statement and stared with unfocused eyes ahead at 
the TV. "Oh, uh, nothing really. | was just wondering if you weren't doing anything with Erin tonight--" 


"She's at work" 


‘Oh, um, okay," Slash was momentarily put off by the random interjection but continued. "If you wanted to go 
to the Rainbow or something tonight, | got nothing better to do.." 


"Why, you wanna go and find another girl to fuck so you can get your fucking fix?" The anger in Axl's words 
rendered Slash speechless. Axl turned to look at Slash, brow furrowed and his eyes suddenly, frighteningly 


focused. 


"What?" Slash wasn't angry, just perplexed. What brought on that outburst? It wasn't like it was a horrific new 
thing Axl had found him doing; it was something they all did to get by. 


"You know, Slash the way things have been.. and | just." Axl trailed off as tears welled up in his eyes and 
spilled down his cheeks. Slash was at a loss for words and actions and just sat at the opposite end of the 
couch, dumbfounded, as Axl began to sob. 


"Look man, if she was someone you cared about, l'm sorry l.. did that to her.." 


"| don't give a fuck about her!" Slash flinched. The words had practically been screamed by Axl, who was 
glaring at him, fuming. "| don't know who she is or what gutter she was spawned in, Slash, | don't fucking care!" 


When Axl got loud, Axl inevitably got violent, and Slash was beginning to worry. What was Axl going on about 


anyway? 
"Axl, look man, | don't know why you're.. you're freaking out like this, but tm here for you, Hl help." 

"No," Axl whispered. “It's not.. its just. you don't seem to know" 

"Know what?" 

Axl looked at Slash, eyes bloodshot and swollen. "You're breaking my heart," he stated simply and looked away. 
Slash was stunned. And surprisingly, instead of being creeped out by the statement, Slash was rather amazed 


to find that he really and truly felt horrible. This was something that girls had told him, and he had laughed at 
them for it, now he was at a loss of what to do. He stared helplessly at Axl. 


"You're changing, and l'm just so scared. Scared of what could happen to you. And if you were gone, | think." 


Axl groped for the words. "I think I'd just die." 


This was Axl Rose, famed bad boy, womanizer, alcoholic, crying and pouring his heart out. Slash did the only 
thing he could: he put an arm around Axl's bare shoulder and hugged him close. It was amazing, Slash thought, 
just how much a person could care and you could never know it. Axl leaned into the hug, crying into Slash's 
chest, reaching out across Slash's tomach and pulling him closer. It was a few minutes before Axl could speak 


agai n. 


"There's a lot going on. And I've just been thinking, fuck, | don't know, that you're someone | really care about 


and | just don't know what to do about it." 
"You're doing all you can," Slash said softly, playing with Axl's hair. 


"There's more | want to do," murmured Axl. Slash blinked and Axl buried his face into Slash's neck, his 
breathing growing rapid. This produced a puzzling effect on Slash; instead of shoving Axl off of him (as he 
would have done to any other guy getting cozy like this on him), he moved his hand to the back of Axl's head, 
massaging his scalp. Axl groaned and sat up again, looking at Slash. "Look, I'm drunk. And l'm gonna do something 
stupid, and if it makes you hate me and kick my ass and never speak to me again, then fine, that's how it is." 
And before Slash could respond Axl leaned in and pressed his lips to the guitarists. 


Slash froze as Axl did so, but he hesitantly returned the kiss, parting his lips and feeling the other man's 
tongue flick over his lower lip. Then Axl pulled away, blinking, as though he had just woken up. Slash looked at 
him and there was something almost pleading in Axl's face. The kiss had been so soft, so innocent, that Slash 
just wanted that feeling again. He leaned forward and kissed Axl, this time more hungrily, and Axl fell back into 
the couch, pulling Slash on top of him. 


This was pure euphoria to Axl. The one person he really cared about, the one person he thought he could 
never tell his feelings to, was pinning him down against a couch with a hard on that could kill. "| want you inside 
me," Axl whispered, breathless, into Slash's ear. Slash sat up and, with a grin, unzipped Axl's jeans and tugged 
them down off of his legs. 


"Just give me a second, then" Slash stood and took off his own pants, tossing them onto the floor. Then he 
was back on top of Axl, his hair hanging forward as he hovered over Axl's face. This was an entirely new 
experience to him-- he had no clue how many times Axl had done this shit and frankly, he didn't care-- and 


he loved it. 


Axl squirmed under him. "Come ooonnnn. Fuck me! Now!" Slash ground his hips forward and Axl moaned as their 


erections rubbed together. 
"You're drunk, you don't know what you want:" Slash was grinning from ear to ear. 


Fucker, Axl thought. Can't ever take shit seriously. It pleased Axl immensely when Slash lost his composure 


after Axl grabbed his cock and gave it a squeeze. "Think | don't know what | want? I've got you naked on top of 
me and your cock in my hand, boy." A tiny amount of liquid leaked out of Slash's cock and into his hand. He 
smirked coyly. 


Slash looked all around the room until his eyes fell on a bottle of lotion tossed on the floor. He reached out, 
grabbed it, and rose to his knees. Axl stroked himself lazily as he watched Slash squeeze the lotion into the 
palm of his hand and smeared it all over his erection, he let out a gasp when Slash's fingers slid into the crack 
of his ass and rubbed the cold lotion onto him. Slash positioned himself over Axl, breathing heavily. "You ready 
baby?" 


Axl was almost dizzy with emotion. Baby. He called him baby. All he could do was nod in response and brace 
himself. Slash pushed himself in slowly, pausing when he saw Axl's face contort with discomfort. "Am | hurting 


you? Do you want me to stop?" 


"No, no, its just uncomfortable. Don't stop." Axl found it cute how attentive Slash was to him; he had seen 
Slash unexpectedly pull tricks on girls in bed that they obviously hated, and he paid them no attention at all. 
Slash nodded and as Axl relaxed his body, he slid in more easily. Axl moaned and arched his back, nails digging 
into the skin of Slash's shoulders, erect cock rubbing against Slash's stomach. 


It took a few minutes before Slash had built a rhythm comfortable to both of them. Axl moved in sync with 
him, crying out softly every time Slash pushed back inside of him, his breathing becoming more ragged as 
Slash quickened the pace, the friction between his cock and Slash's stomach was growing more intense. With a 
groan, Slash pulled out almost completely and rammed back inside of Axl with such force that Axls vision went 


white with the mixture of pain and utter ecstasy. 


"Axl," panted Slash. He had been taking in the sight of Axl naked underneath him and he was loving every 
second of it; he wanted to tell him that he was beautiful, so beautiful, when he was completely vulnerable like 
that. The words couldn't be found, and all he could do was to breathe out his name between the grunts and 
moans. Axl's body tensed beneath him, his back arched and he could feel Axl's cock throbbing against his 
stomach; he pulled out and shoved in harshly once more, and his stomach was suddenly warm and wet with 
Axis come. That he had caused that gave him a deeper pleasure than anything he had known before, and it 


didn't take much longer until he had reached his own satisfaction. 

They lay motionless for a while, entwined in each other, breathing in the heavy smell of sex and sweat. IT was 
silent, except for their breathing, and Axl could hear Slash's heartbeat when he moved his head just so. He 
smiled. 

Finally, Slash spoke, his voice thick and husky. "You know Axl, it's kind of funny.” 


"What is?" 


"Well, that we fucked on your girlfriend's sofa, for one." 


Axl shrugged with a "what can you do?" expression on his face and shifted himself on the couch, trying to 
move even closer to Slash. "And?" 


"Well, and that... well.” Slash grinned sheepishly. "That | never knew you even cared about me." 


All Axl could do in response was to turn a bright shade of red. Slash smiled and nuzzled against him, breathing 


him in Now that he had Slash like this, what was there to do? What would happen between them? 


Now wasn't the time to think about that. For the first time in a long time, he was happy, plain and simple. 


